The Tngeiie ofHmlet 
Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram ot eale 
Doth al 1 the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ovvne fcandle. 

Enter Gbofl. 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs t 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ay res from heauen, or blafts from hell 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, . 

Thou corn’ll in fuch a queftionable fliape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mec, 

Ldt me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements:' why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op t his ponderous and marble ia wes. 

To call thee vp againe i what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleatfteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making nighr hideous, and wefooles of nature 

So horridly to fliake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what ihould we doe? 

Hard. It beckinsyou togoe away withit 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

"Mdr. Looke with what curteous a&ion 
It waues you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hord. No,bynomeanes. 

Hdm. It will not fpeake, then I will followc it. 

Hord. Doe not my Lord. 

Hdm. Why what fhould be the feare, 

2 doe not fet my life at a pinnes fee, 


Prince of Denm&Tfy* 

And for my foule, what can it doe to that 
Being a thing imraor tall as it kite $ 

It waues me forth againejle followe it. . 

1 Hord. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfoll fornnet of the cleefe 

Thatbettles ore his bafe into the fea. 

And there aflume fome other horrable forme 

Which might depriue your foueraigntie of realo , 

And draw you into madnes, thrnke ot it. 

The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue, into euery brame 
That lookes fo many fad oms to the tea 
And heares it rore beneath. 

Hdm. It waues me (fill, 

Goe on, lie followe thee. 

TAret. You fhall nor goe my Lord. 

Hdm. Hold ofyour hands. 

Hord. Be rill’d, you fhall not goe. 

Hdm. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty arture in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue j 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 

By heauen lie make a ghoft of him that lets 
I fay away,goe on, lie followe thee. Exit Gbojl dndHdtn.et, 

Hord. He waxes defperate with imagion. 

Trtdr. Lets followe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hord. Haue after, to what iffue will this come ? 

Tddr. Something is rotten in the Rate of Denmarke. 

Hr/rd. Heauen will direft it. 

7Adr. Nay letsfollow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Gbojl, and Hdmlet. 

Hm. Whether wilt thou leade me, ipeakc»Ile goe no further 
Gbojl. Markeme. 

Hdm. I will. 

Gbojl. My houre is almoft come 

When I to fulphrus and tormenting flames . , 

Mud render vp my felfe. 

Hdm. Alas poorc Ghoft. 
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